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again for Italy. This time he carried his family with him;
and his eldest son retained a loving memory of cheap and
plentiful oranges and of miracles of charcuterie at Bologna,
which put all English sausages to shame. Such were,
conceivably, the simple fountains at which he imbibed his
earliest sympathy with Italian aspirations. But his father
was a more serious traveller. It was not, perhaps, for
nothing that Mr. Gibbon had said of him that he had " a
very right notion of travelling.1' Such persons are rarely
satisfied with the mere amenities of the country through
which they drive. Their quest is for higher, deeper things;
and, true to the memory of Mr. Gibbon, Lord Palmerston
pursued the antique. He purchased extensively the more
sober relics of Roman antiquity. He had a fancy for a
frieze. He did not disdain the blind eyes of a goddess or
so. But tomb-stones, altar-stones, mile-stones were added
to the steadily swelling bulk of his baggage; and when they
returned to Hampshire, these austere trophies were exhibited
in the entrance-hall at Broadlands, which became at once
impressive to callers and faintly reminiscent of the Catacombs.
In this home the boy was growing, while the world
changed slowly round him. The French king was beheaded
by a dreadful machine; and King George went to war with
the nameless multitude of Frenchmen which had usurped
his place* Mr. Pitt hastily beat his ploughshare into a
sword; and the fleet put to sea. The Guards campaigned
without enthusiasm in Flanders; and Mr. Gillray incited
his countrymen to detestation of their enemy with, wild
representations of his silly savagery. But the war, it mii3t
be confessed, failed singularly to interrupt the even flow,
Mrs. Darner persevered with the elusive art of sculpture,
while distracted generals prepared to besiege French for-
tresses en rigle. Exquisite young gentlemen affected zebra
waistcoats, as Garnet's ragged infantry, with an outrageous
disregard of the more decorous rules of military deportment,
attacked with the bayonet. And while the French, in utter
ignorance of the art of war, pursued the Allies out of Holland,
Walpole, an earl at last, refused a dedication. The age of